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MORNING arises stormy and pale,

No sun, but a wannish glare

In fold upon fold of hueless cloud,

And the budded peaks of the wood are bow'd

Caught and cuffd by the gale :

I had fancied it would be fair.

2

Whom but Maud should I meet

Last night, when the sunset burn'd

On the blossomed gable-ends

At the head of the village street,

Whom but Maud should I meet ?

And she touch'd my hand with a smile so sweet

She made me divine amends

For a courtesy not returned.

And thus a delicate spark
Of glowing and growing light
Thro* the livelong hours of the dark
Kept itself warm in the heart of my dreams,
Ready to burst in a colour'd flame;
Till at last when the morning came
In a cloud, it faded, and seems
But an ashen-gray delight.
4
What if with her sunny hair,
And smile as sunny as cold,
She meant to weave me a snare
Of some coquettish deceit,
Cleopatra-like as of old
To entangle me when we met,
To have her lion roll in a silken net
And fawn at a victor's feet.